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N former times ere mankſmen underſtood 
What noble was, and what plebeian blood ; 

When good 'ſquiie Puffin and his humble madam; 

Believ'd the parſon that they ſprang from Adam; 

1hank'd Heaven that made ſo many pounds their 
own, 

Nor ſcorn'd their honeſt neighbours who had none: 

But, ſtrange ! they credited, *mongſt other things, 

Poor folks were made of juſt ſuch ſtuff as kings. 

The bible was no fable in thoſe days, 

Which girls on ſundays read inſtead of plays : 

For ev'ry matron catechrs'd her daughter, 

And ev'ry virgin practis'd what was taught her; 

As duly went to church to ſay her prayers, 

As modern ladies do to ſhew their airs. 8 

*Twas then, PHILEMEN, modeſt maids were known, 

And decent Douglas call'd thoſe maids her own. 

Females were rear'd to ſenſe and virtue then, 

To be companions, not the toys of men. 

Mild in deportment, elegant with eaſe, 

No affe ctation barr'd the power to pleaſe. 

Their taſte was juſt, their manners were refin'd, 

Tho' frank, diſcreet :---in ſhort they had a mind. 

From Induſtry they caught the bloom of health, 

And rich contentment was a ſource of wealth. 

"Tis true, tradition ſome where plainly tells, 

They were not half ſo fine as modern belles ; 
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Nor dignified the head with a balloon, 
Nor ever dreamt of ſailing on the mon; 
Nor knew fo well to mimick modiſh tricks; ; 
But ev'ry girl has now a coach and fix. 
Fax cy pws ! what bleſſings doſt thou give ? 
Without thee how could Leoxora live? 
Without thy aid, ſhe had not been ador'd, 
Nor been contracted to a diſtant lord. 
Unbleſt by thee, her charms would all decay, 
And ev'ry captive break his chains like me. 
What tho” 'tis all a ſhadow, tis the ſame, 
| Ah! who would wake her from the plealing dream ! 
* Ye inarling critics, let her dream thro! life, 
i And be as happy as poor Jobſon' $ wife. 
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Child of the, Ton ! with fifty little airs, 
Why is CLARIV DA doom'd to vulgar cares? 
As brilliant poets (all afficm bur tools) 

Are made by nature, not at mully ſchools : 

So without rank or breeding, CLaryY's bers 
A Lady, full of whim and full of ſcorn. 
Whate'er complaints or frailties are the mode, 
Poor CLary's ſure to have a double load: 

Be it hyſterics, vapours or the ſpleen, 

No Lady half fo bad was ever ſcen. 
Mamma to croſs her darling” s way is loth, 
And Miſs improves in vatity and ſloth. 
Behold how taſhionably delicate, 

Her ſteps ſhe minces - -how genteel her gait! 
Now ſmarter grown, with. haſty pace advancing, 
She trips and riggles like a negro dancing. 
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1 know ſhe does not, for 'tis not the taſhion. | 


Uacil ſhe'd die at laſt for BiLLY BROWN. | 
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Now liſtleſs lingering, you (ee her move, || 
].ike one ſorlorn, or laaguiſhing in-love. | 
Who knows but what ſhe feels the tender paſſion : : | 


Were it the mode, indeed, to be in love, | | 
She'd be as am'rous as a turtle dove: | f 
She' d ſigh be turns for ev'ry man in town, . 
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By nature, vulear, by ill- breeding pert, 
Fora thines forth a moſt engaging flirt. 
Put don't forget the is a girl of spirit, 
This chiefly conftitutes her fangicd merit. 
Ail form and ceremouy ſhe dif lains, 
Indced ſhe does not think you worth the pains. 
Like-prudent cowards when they ſcorn to fight, 
She feels her wants, and hates to be police. 
What rho' ſhe's void of manners as bf tenſe, 
She knows enough to know her conſequence : 
Then who will not in common juſtice Own, 
She knows much mote than any one in town. 
Tis true, they lay ſhe can't expreſs a thought 
So elegancly as a lady ought. _- 
Now that's a mere pedantic obſervation, 
Made by the curs of bookiſh occupation. 
For my part Fin as pleas'd to hear her ſpeak 
Her linſey woolſey Engliſh as in Greek ; We 1 
And think her full as ſtrange as pretty. Poll, 
To ſpeak ſo much who hardly thinks at all. 
'Twas confidently ſaid by Mr. Pope, 
(And ſure. the little rogue deſerv d a rope) 
That ev'ry woman is at heart a rakke 
A hint ſo plain can conſcious Fox A take? 
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That He is not belv'd the world will ſwear, 
Altho' ten thouland other women are. 
The world! herſelf docs not the charge deny, 
See condemnation in her tell-tate eve; 

That eve to 1arcly noted for expreſſion, 

Vet fails not here to make a frank confeſſion. 


Her grateful cobler oft' exvlting favs, \ 


FLok a's the fineſt cultomer he Nas ; 

Swears by St. Criſpin, that ſhe wears more ſhoes, 
Than whiſkey boys in Dublin hawking news. 
So ſtrong her inclination is co roam, 

So uſeleſs and diſſati>fiec at home, 

In ſearch of pleaſure rarcly to be found, 

She circuits ſtaring Douglas round and round. 
You've ſcen.a heifer on a ſummer's day, 
Wild, wanton, fiiſky, cap'ring, full of play, 
Then ſeeming to be ſlung with ſudden pain ; 
To's up her heels and ſcour along the plain: 
So reſtleſs FLora gallops down the quay, 

And up and down again ten times a-day. 

Say, what would cute this fever in her blood * 
The doctor ſays a huſband would be good. 

For this «lone at private hours ſhe ſighs ; 


For this you ſee her roll her wand'ring eyes; 


This takes the ſole poſſeſſion of her head, 

She thinks of-nothing.clſe when ſhe's in bed: : 
*Till 'bleſt with fleep, kind fancy charms her more, 
Than ever /etping maid was charm'd before. 

But ſoon; too ſoon ! ſhe curſes ſuch; miſtakes, 

And finds tis but the pillow when ſhe wakes, 


„ 
Ser, Fox A! Phoebus with his ſparkling eves, 
Peeps thro' the curtains, urging thee to riſe. 
15 this is Sunday morning too vou know, 
N ; And you have molt important things to do. 
* To crape your hair will take you half an hour; 
Another half your taway teeth to ſcour: 
Beſides, the time allot:ed you to dreſs, 
Than tive and forty minutes can't be leſs ; 
And fifteen more to practiſe in the glaſs, 
Ere the decifive approbation pals. | 


Hatrk ! do you hear St. George's tinkling bell? 

Ye ſweins with hearts of tinder, guard them well! 
The formidable Flor a's under way, 

Like a proud frigate on an eaſtern ſea ; 

With ells of ribboa ſtreaming in the wind; 

She moves, declaring war againſt m kind; 

Wat ſtately ſtrides T bow high ſhe lifts her foot, 

Like Molly crofſing a potato butt. 

Oh! had ſhe lifted” it a little higher, | | | 

Poor Dicky Dumplia had been all on fire. 13 


Now to the ſplendid chapel drawing near, 
The full-ton'd organ ſwells upon the ear : 
As the loud trumpet ſounding war's alarms, 
It ſeems to ſummon FLora up to arms, 
With all her grand artillery of charms. © 
How gracefully ſhe trudges up the aile, 
Sure all the beaux are dying all the while! | 
Conſcious how many eyes her ſteps purſue, | 
Her head ſhe toſſes entering the pew : | — 


. 
Applies her fan three ſeconds to her face, 
And wichout further form aflumes her place. 
Now brazen-fronted round the church ſhe flares, ' 
And thinks as much as Pompey does of prayeis. 
« What brings her here,“? you fay, I'll tell vou what, 
To ſhew how many monkey tricks ſhe's got ; 
To entertain the ſpark who &neels be fore her, | =_ 
And make a ſet of infidels adore her. 
Is ſhe not charming who does all ſhe can, 
To ſhew contempt of God, for love of man? 
What ſtronger proofs of breeding can be given; 
Than to defpiſe the Majeſty of Heaven ? 
Let vulgar wretches of igroble birth, 
Stoop to devotio:,---FLoLa mult hae mirth. 
In vain the preacher ſtrains hie lungs and prays 
His audience to attend to what he ſays: | : 
FLora's ſo mighty droll and witty grown, f 5 
That half the congregation is her own. 
Forgive her, honeſt parſon, and be wile, 
Since ſhe has no delign to ſhare the tithes : 
Nor think that grin was meant alone to thee ; 
'F'was juſt as much to Moſes and to me: 
It matters not at what ſhe laughs to death, 
So ev'ry one obſerve her handſome iecth. 
For this ſhe leeks the temple of the Lord, 
Not to adore him, but to be ador'd. | 
For this alone ſhe makes ſo great a rout, 
Till the good dottor is put fairly our. 
How is mamma affected? muſt I tell ? 
She thinks her daughters hat ſits very well. 
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— Who enters next upon the liſt of Fame? ; 
Mira the Great; a lofty ſullen dame. J 
Mark what a'vehicle of ſcorn ſhe goes, 

With all her little ſoul upon her noſe. 

Unhappy noſe to ſuffer ev'ry day, 

From ncedy creatures, Pi. like you and me. 
So foul is want, and Mira's ſmell fo keen, 

She ſmells a pauper ere he's hardly ſeen. 
When vorr accolt her, like a frighten'd cat, 

(i xculc the ſimile, 'tis pretty pat,) 

She ſtarts - rejects the freedom twiſts her neck, 
Nor for her lite a ſyllable can ſpeak : | 
And vet 'tis no great ſecret to be told, 

All yellow maidens do not ſhine in geld: 

Her fortune, like my own, heaps not the banks; 
Ic is but little, and that little Manks. 

Who's poorer than herſelf upon the whole, 
With poverty of perſon and of ſoul ? 
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The Packet's come, I'll lay my life upon it: 
I know by Laura's ſtrange new-faſhion'd bonnet. 
Her clothes are all exactly in the ton; 
Could no one ſhew her how to put them on ? 
"Tis true ſhe's grand, “ and pity "tis tis true,” 
Such grandeur ſhonld ſhould be loſt on a Yanoo. 
"Tis not the pow'r of dreſs, or artful ſtays, 
Can make an awkward low-bred dowdy pleaſe. 
Tho' deck'd with diamonds, bright as Chloe's eyes, 
Yet {till we fee *'tis LAURA in diſguiſe. 


Aſk not from whence my little Darn came; 
A gay coquette is every where the ſame : 


LEE: 
Manks born, Manks bred, Manks made, Manks 
fed, Manks taught ; 
She's Manks in every thing but what ſhe ought. 
Pray what is that? In modeſty and ſenſe : 


Virtues, alas ! too long departed hence 
Darhuk would fain diſown from whence ſhe 


ſprung, - 
Altho' the herring ſcales are on her tongue. 
Great pains ſhe. takes to eng/i/y Mamma, 
For Myammee was the word the other day. 
Not leſs her care a vulgar gait to merd : 
How well ſhe imitates the Grecian bend ! 
Miſtaken Dapnns ! let a friend adviſe ;--- 
Contrive to raiſe, nor fink thy pigmy ze : 
Exalt your heels,---ftand up,---do all you can, 


E'en do as FLORA does,---walk like @ man. 


Laſt week 1 knew MtLinpa very well, 
But how I'll know her next, 'tis hard to tell: 
To no one fettled Mode or taſte confin'd, 
Her dreſs and temper vary like the wind. 
One while in modeſt neat attire ſne charms; 
Now killing grand, ſhe riſes up in arms: 
To-morrow you may think you ſee Her Grace; 
Next day a tawdry actreſs wing'd with lace. 
In this reſpe& alone ſhe's conſtant found; 
A ſenſeleſs echo, with a deal of ſound, 


FLAviLLa's in romance” and novels read, 
And makes her mind as duly as her bed. 
Today the ſerious ſentimental fair ; 


Tomorrow giddy, gay, and light as air : 
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Now a CLARISA wrapt in virtue's charms ; 

Now Thiſbe flving to her lover's arms : 

Now bath'd in tears, ſhe haunts ſome lonely ſtream, 

Becaute ſhe finds that Charlotte did the ſame. 

With feelings ſo refin'd, upon my word, 

Nature deſign- d FLavikia for a lord, 

Sec | pretty Aictle Puſs for breakfaſt cries, 

Oh ! give it milk or kind FLaviita dies. 

If human Mendicants with ſighs complain, a 

4 You'll tell chem, Betty, they mult call again.“ 
This morning where was CLana? at her pray 'rs; 

Where all the evening ? ſtrolling with the players, 

A pious angel, ard a Airt by turns : OS 

She pants for pleaſure,---with devotion burns. "1 


At ev'ry word Dur LICIA ſpeaks, ſhe ſmiles; 
Sure te much fweernels ev'ty heart beguiles ? 
But do not think the always is ſo civil: 

Tho' faint abroad, at ho. ne ſhe 1 is the d. 


Mark Picenr” eiengthen'd train, and noble mien, 
Swee ping the lurtace Aike an Indian geen 
How dares that muſhroom belle with Pact vie, 
As portly ſtrut, and hold her head as high: 
Pacese whoſe pedigree ſo long has ſtood, _ 
The pureſt fountain of, Manks ancient blood; 
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And up again the Lord adi knows where, _ 
How ftands her fortune? Like a. rag 8 Packs 1 
I judge you ſee it all upon her back. e 
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) 
O Luxvay ! whom eaſtern kings revere, 
Poſt thou maintain a little empire here? 
Could nor whole kingdoms thy deſires allay, 
But muſt poor ſimple Douglas be thy prey? 
Ah ! ſee what deſolation thou haſt fpread, 
Young Induſtry is fick, and Virtue dead; 
While Pride and Pomp fo abſolute are grown, 
That friendleſs MoptsTyY's kick'd out of town, 
Mark how they wave their banners in the wind, 
Inviting old and young of ev'ry kind, 
Inactive Sloth ſtands pointing to the place, 
While Miſs and her Mamma renew their pace. 
The man of buſneſs, and the man of none, 
Each goes with ſtrong preter ſions of his own : 
Both Law and Geſpel, full of their pretence, 
Ruſh forward to the Hiut, of Consequexce. 
Sce there a prieſt, well lin'd with good tythe pig, 
With lordly ſtep, and Corporation big. 
The lawyer follows, blowing like a whale, 
With ſix bare headed clients at his tail. 
You'd think to ſee him ſwagg'ring thro' the town, 
That all the houſes in it were his own. 
There ſtruts a buck, like ſultan's on the ſtage, 
He ſets up the young Sampſon of the age. 
Here Dapper Danav dangling at his eaſe, 
Is Gentleman, or any thing you pleaſe. 


Aloof a Yorick glides, a lonely elf, 
Gaping for ſome Employment, like myſelf ; 
And what poor fellow-ſufferer is worſe, 

He has as little money in his purſe, 
« Hard fated yourh !” the voice of Pity cries, 

* To want what ev'ry other want ſupplies.” 


6 12 5 


The brighteſt man's an aſs, ſay all you can, 
Who has nat that which makes an afs a man. 
So Crax- thinks, and Toxy by her ſide, 
Who ſcem to vie in vanity and pride. 

So Vos ick lees in ev'ry Puppy's eye, 

And each important Booby paſſing by. 

Who can himſelf and dog a bone afford, 

May figure here, and ſtrut a petty lord. 

But ſure their lordſhips it need not offend, 

To be accoſted hy a quondam friend. 

Is he a rogue ? or pray what can it mean, 
That, ev'n by Aſes, he is ſhun'd, like Cain ? 
Yes : he's a noted villain at a time 

When poverty is deem'd the greateſt crime: 
As ſoon would Madam Prude protect a whore, 
As Vanity befriend the man that's poor. 

But let kind Fortune ſmile upon the vouth, 
Wit, humour, honour, probity and truth, 
Good- nature, and good ſenſe become his due: 
The Belles pronounce him vaſtly pleaſant too. 
His kindred buried when the goddels frown'd, 
Now ſmiling raiſe their heads from under ground. | 
(No wonder honeſt couſins are ſo civil, 

For magic gold has often rais'd the —.— 
So inſecks vou may ſee on ſuminer days, 
Start into life at Sol's all-chearing rays. 


Now give the reins to briſk imagination, 
And maik our friend in his exalted ſtation ; 
Card follows card, and Yoricx's warmly dunn'd, 
To dine with thoſe by whom he once was ſhunn'd, 
In vain he humbly begs to be excuſed ; 
« They will not, upon honour, be refuſed,” 


0 


To- day is deſtin'd for the turtle feaſt, 

Where Yorick is to fit the fav'rite gueſt, 

Suppoſe the turtle and the cloth are gone, 

The glaſſes and decanters coming on, 

Charg'd with a rich variety of wines, 

Toaſt, humour, wit abounds, and Yorick ſhines ; 3 
Warm genius glows, and ſparkles in his eyes, 
The circle charm'd extol him to the ſkies. 

No more oppreſt with diffidence and fear, 

His language nervous, his ideas clear ; ; 

Firmaels and eaſe, with modeſty unite, 

'To make him entertaining and polite. 

But ſee ! the fickle goddeſs frowns again: 
Heigh, preſto ! all his friends are gone to Spain. 
And now, poor Yorick, 72 may juſt as ſoon, 
Shake hands wich that 0] fellow 1 in the moon, 
Where is thy worth ? where is thy genius fled ? 
To Summer-Hill, with' couſia Dick and Ned, 
The luckleſs man had never merit yet ; 

As well attribute virtue to Black B-tt. 

Haſt thou no hands to work ? haſt thou no head ? 
Haſt thou no honeſt ineans of getting bread ? 
Sure Fortune in her moſt miſchievous pranks, 
Was molt ill natured when ſhe made thee Manks, 
Alas | I ſee the caſe is hut too plain, 

A native here may ſeek for bread in vain, 

Had'ſt thou been Welſh,- Scotch, Iriſh, French, 
x: Dutch, 

The very name would end thee much. 
Yon ſwindler, juſt arrived, not worth a groat, 
Gets credit here, and wears a coſtly coat; 
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Geek SONG drinks, gallants, commences 
uc 
His ſole dependance impudence and luck; 
Puff'd up with pride and wine, begins to twell, 
And d- ns the ſavage Mankſmen all to hell. 
Whilſt thou, abaſh' , art ſaunt' ring thro' the town, 
Unknowing where to borrow half a crown. 
In vain thy {kill and induſtry are known, 
Where only foreign novelty goes down. 

Douglas ſo great a friend to foreign trade is, 

We muſt get foreign huſbands for the ladies. 

Tis not much to thy credit, Mr. Hymen, 

That our Manks ladies are obliged to buy men. 
O! guide ſome uſeleſs ſtragglers to this place, 
With empty pockets and a brazen face: 

Hear the petitions of our matchleſs fair, 

Nor let them fall in abſolute deſpair. 


Sure it might almoſt grieve a heart of ſteel, 


To ſee the ſharp neceſſity they feel. 
Nine times a-day they take their daily round: 


The poſtman goes not over half the ground, 


And after all no ſparks are to be found. 


Sometimes as luck may throw it in their way, 


They ſtroll vi h one dull beau the Tong dull day. 
Thus hardy bred to marching all their lives, 
Would they not make moſt noble ſoldiers“ wives? 
Or as the ancient heroines were known, 

Might they not form an army of their own? 

No doubt they are as valiant, ſtout, and bold, 

As were the famous Amazons of old. 


They might defend onr properties with eaſe, 


As ſafely : as our four and twenty Keys. 


And guard the peerleſs forref of the town, 
Better, perhaps, than they would guard their own, 
Aye, they might een work our fiſhing boats, 
And throw aſide their ulcleſs petticoats. : 
Why then ſhould haughty man, as is too common, 
Claim a ſuperiority | o'er woman ? 

In ev'ry other place almoſt but here, 

The ſimple'ſex retreat with ſervile fear: 

But ſeldom do you find our Douglas laſſes, 

To be ſo tame a ſer of timid aſſes: 

They ſtare you with defiance | in their eve, 

W hile the young men, abaſh'd, go bluſhing by, 
Why ſhould: they manly exerciſes ſhun ? 

No other cauſe can be aſſigo'd than one: 

All that a man dares do, we know they dare, 
Why ſhould they not a he ro's honours ſhare ? 
How often do they vow, that were they men, 
The town ſhould be as populous again. 

Now bluſh, infipid beau, deoid of ſpirit, 

And ſtrike your plumes to their ſuperior merit. 
What triumph. have you, that ſome ſimple maid, 
In one whole year is by your arts betray'd : 
FLORA undaunted ſwears had the the pow % Need 
She would out- -taryuin Targuin in an hour. 

| Yer Fron æ to all ſenſe of virtue dead, 

Has pride enough to be a patient maid, 

Would ſhe but tryſt her honour for her guard. 
There need not ten year's ſiege to be prepar'd. 

But let not ſuch as only hold the name, 

Pre ſume that pride and honour are the ſame. 
Humility iner gs more honour wears, 

Than Pride” 5 high cell tho nodding to the ſtars, | 
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Tis not on mitres of renown'd divines, 
The precious gem of ſpotleſs Honour ſhines : 
Nor on the major's golden-hafted ſword, 
Nor on the far that magnifies a lord; 
Nor on my lady's zewly-publiſhed cap, 
Nor on the monkey that fits on her lap; 
Nor on the fi/ver claſp of Flor a's zone, 
Nor any bing that FLora calls her own : 
*T'was never yet by knaves or fools poſſeſt, 
Nor can exiſt but in a gen'rous breaſt. 
fr binds the lover, mollifies the brave, 
Humbles the King, and dignifies the ſlave. 
'Tis Virtue's ſtandard, by Religion kept, 
And never fell but pitying angel's wept. 
The rich, the poor, the humble and the vain; 
All would pofic is it, yet how few obtain, 

hen Froga tells a fa# ſhe never knew, 
She ſwears, ** upon ber honour,” it is true: 
An oath it "ſeems as ſacred as the Styx, 
Thoꝰ falſely taken five times out of fix. _ 
TO Dayrayns who would not their faith afford, 
When “ pen my honour,” clinches ery word. 
What tho” her accent be ſo mank ſified, 
«© Upon my honour,” ev'ry fault can hide. 
On awkward Lauka it beſtows a grace, 
Screws up her mouth, and animates her face. 
From Craxa's tongue ſo glibly Nides the phraſe, 
think it firs her better than her ſtays. | 
One half the girls in town vou ſay are mad, 
To talk of pledging what they never had : 
Far greater madneſs yours may well be ſaid, 
When you ſuſpect the honour of a maid, 


_ 
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Tho! ſhe's malicious, inſolent and vin; * 
Tho” ſhe rakes plealure in another's pain; 
Tho' for a neighbeur's ru ſhe can prey, 
And torge a taie of ſcandal cv'ry day: 


lho' like Ciarinba in idea lewd, ) 
She w unds the wounded and becomes a prude : -- 
Farangues on virtue, and ty ſhew her own, j1 


gott honour ably runs ali ctbers' down. 
Yer, waiie ſhe's known to be prudent maid, 
Her honour it1nds as firm as ouglas-Head. 
Nor ſo the damſel who unhappy proves, 
To fall a victim to the- man ſhe loves. 
With too miich ſcnliviiity endued, 
Her heart is too luxurtandly good; 
Too gen'rous, unſuſpecting to diſguiſe, 
The truth ſtands trembling in her downcaſt eyes: 
Her faithleis lover reads the tender tale, 
Nor Virtue's tears nor efforts can avail, 
But let not Scandal wantonly parade, 
And trample on the ruins love has made: 
Let no triumphant prude her thoughts diſguiſe ; 
Joy in her heart. and ſorrow in her eyes: 
Nor let ſuch flirts as VLora proud and vain, 
View injured innogceace with cool diſdain. 
Tho' failen, how much purer far than they, 
If free froin love, from vice ſhe had been free. 
Can they, with conſcience, boaſt ſo fair a name ? 
Can they bely the common voice of fame? 
Can they, vnannabls, as they are, 
For wit, and ſcenic, Dodd! compare? 
r \ 
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Indelicate, inelegant, and mean, 

Voluptuvous, unmannerly and ain; 

In floth and ignorance rear'd all their lives: 
Heav'n keep all honeſt fellows from ſach wives! 


O fick-brain'd Douglas, feveriſh with pride, 
Bi, 'd, like a gootc, on folly s rapid tide 

Thy daughters flutt' rin z, heedleſs of their fame, 
Like other geete, ſcu l ſwiftly down the ſtream. 
A! whither Bound ? to heav'n or to h-Il ? 
Alas! like other gecle, ye cinno:t tell. 

Turn, gentle flock, if ve were ever kind, 

Nor leave the wretched ganders all be hind. 

Oh! think when to the other ſide you get, 
How much the tender hearted creatures fret. 
Of all the pretty birds war fly in th air, 

There's one, at ltalt, deſerves your kindeſt care. 
How fad whea you went by! poor honelt b rd, 
He droop'd his head,---and foot he never itir'd : 
So griev'd that moment, muſing as he ſtood, _ 
He w:u/d have been a Poet if he could : * 
But no kiad Muſe would hclp him to complain zone 
A gander mult a gander ſtill remain. | | 
So | he may muſe all night, and all to-morrow, 
And not be able to expreſs his lorro; 

Turn, gentle flock-of beauteous form and feather 
Wait for your rates, and then go all together. 


Excuſe me, friend, for ſuch a tedious piece: 
It takes ſome time to roaſt a flock of geeſe. 


—_—_— — ». ————— — — —. 


* He wrote ſome plaintive verſes to bis miſtreſs, 
but they could find no accefs 10 ber heart. 
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Tir'd with the taſk my office I reſign, 
More pleaſing cares, had I the pow'r, were mine: 
To call forth Merit from her lonely cell ;--- 
To wipe the tears of Sorrow ere they fell; 
To ſooth the pangs of Penitence ;---to faite 
Dejected Virtue, with the ſong of praiſe; 
To paint the bloom on young Awmanna's cheeks : 
To ſeize the tuneful accents as ſhe ſpeaks :--- 
To draw that form of elegance and enſe, 
With all the Graces emulous to plcale ,--- 
Her youthful bluſhes, ker expreſſive eves, 
And modeſt mien, which *bove deſcription riſe ; 
Her lips like roſe budz bluſhing aa the thorn, 
Juſt moiſten'd with the early dew of morn: 
Let no bold youth their ſweetneſs dare to prove; 
For all around there lurks the thorn of Love. 
But how caa I fet forth her mind to view ? 
Vain tne attempt! for what can Iinguage do? 
Can words dcſcribe the pure ha-monious foul, 
Where no mean paſſions Reaſon's will c:ntroul ? 
That artlefs innocence ſo ſure to charm, 
Pale Envy of her rancour might diſarm. 
Tho' faultleſs ſhe would others” failings hide; 
Tho' great, above the littleneſs of pride; y 
Tho rear'd in aMuence, devoid of ſpleen, 
Nor thinks herſelf a goddefs or a queen. 
How much ualike thoſe apes who would be great, 
In ſpite of fortune, breeding, or of fate: 
Her lively wit, her ſmiles devoid of art, 
Too eaſy wind a paſſage to the heart: 
- But wit and beauty trifles J would deem: 
It is Amanpa's goodne's I elteem. 
Yes, my dear friend, eſcap'd from, Folly's flood, 
There ſtill are virgins lovely, fair and good; 
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Some worthy yonths, ſome Noahs (till there are, 
Nor guiltlet* ſhail the fate of guilty ſhare ; 

K not, like critic curs, it is my aim, 
To ſnarl at all, and all alike to blame: 
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Coxcombs and fools, none but a tool would ſpare. 
« But why,” methinks, I hear you- kindlv ſay, 
Would you attack the ftranger on your way?“ 
Ks not the franger,---(there the error lies ;) 
But Pride and Folly in a ſt:ange diſguiſe. 

Sooner would | cut off this faithful hand, 

Than meanly ſtrive to break the ſocial band: 

4 tat man's the moſt unworthy of mankind, 
Whom rights of hoſpitality can't bind, 

ould I accuſe the trav'ler of a crime, 

Becauſe he's native of another cli me? 

111ib'ral thought ! if Ireland ſpawns a rogue, 

Is ev'ry man a knave that e the brogue ? 

If Taffey once for hunger ſtole ſome beef, 

Is cv'ry Welchman to be call'd a thief ? 

Heav'n dilapproves this proneneſs to condemn : 
Nations were made for us, and we for them. 

A friendly welcome why ſhould we deny 

And ve the ſtranger with a jealous eye? 

A'l things, all men fur public good combine ; 5 
The world's their country and the world is mine, 
So honeſt Satire is ordain'd te roam, 

To laſh a forcign fool, and fools at home. 
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